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Mike Weaver could scarcely believe it. Ten years had passed since his high school graduation, and it felt like a blink of an eye. Just last night, he was in New York City, but today he was racing down the interstate to his home town. Maybe the fact that the intervening years had been good to him made this trip a must.

Back in high school, Mike was a nerd at a time when nerds weren't the colorful eccentrics they are seen as today. Mike heard all the names—reject, loser, freak, you name it—but somehow he had persevered. Now, he was very successful and working for a big advertising company on Madison Avenue. His secretary probably made more than most of his former classmates.

Pulling off the expressway and onto Washington Parkway was like stepping into a time machine. All the places that he and his small group of friends Benny, Larry, and Elaine used to hang out at seemed to be on the Parkway. That's where Regency Mall was, the old record store, and the comic bookstore were located.

It was also where The Rocket Diner was. It wasn't really a diner as much as a hamburger place, and it was where all the cool kids hung out. Mike and his fellow nerds knew that they had best stick to the drive in window. Of course, even the drive in window sometimes gave Mike a view of Karen Hanson.

Ah Karen Hanson, she of the impossibly shiny long blonde hair. She of the perfectly round ass, and the perfectly formed breasts that haunted the waking and sleeping hours of his high school years alike, as well as much of the time since.

Social media had been a godsend. Through Facebook, he had reconnected with Karen. Wow, she had really grown up. She was divorced at twenty-four and had no kids. That might explain why she still had that same awesome body now that she was going to be thirty soon.

Karen was happy to accept Mike’s friend request, and she even wrote him a message apologizing for her part in hazing him. She said that she was dragged along by some of the meaner kids like Allison Cain and Jack Sherman. She hoped he could forgive her. Of course he did, and they'd exchanged e-pleasantries almost regularly.

The Rocket Diner was long gone now. In its place was a high end fast foot place selling cheeseburgers for ten bucks beside a chain coffee shop. Actually, after the long drive, a coffee sounded like an excellent idea. Mike turned his candy apple red Miata into the parking lot and proudly avoided the drive through. He walked through the front door instead and took his place in line.

It wasn't much of a line really. He was third. When he got to the front, the barista seemed to be flirting with him. She was a cute girl, a couple of inches shorter than his five-foot-eight inch height. Maybe it was the nice suit that he was wearing. His job required him to have a very polished appearance for dealing with clients and, in a small town like this, it was probably very noticeable.

"I hope you don't mind me saying this sir, but you look very familiar," she said.

"Well, I actually grew up in this town...Kimberly," he replied reading her name off her tag.

"Wait a minute," she recalled. "Are you Mike Wheeler? I think I was two years behind you in high school."

"Yeah, but it's Weaver," he corrected her.

"Are you back in town for the reunion?" she asked.

"Yeah," I'm back from New York City. "I work on Madison Avenue."

"Wow! You really made it big. What can I get you? My phone number?" she asked.

"I'll have a skinny latte with soy milk," he replied unsure if she was joking.

She took a cup and a permanent black marker. Taking off the cap, she prepared to write on his cup when a woman's voice called out from behind him in line.

"Put Britney on the cup. That's what she prefers to be called."

The barista laughed nervously as Mike turned around to see Allison Cain standing there. She wore a very fancy black leather trench coat. In her high heels, she was a good four inches taller than he was.

"Al-Allison?" he stammered.

"That's right bitch," she replied.

"You're here for the reunion too?" he asked hoping against hope that she wasn't.

"Wouldn't miss it for the world," she said. "I see you made it back too. I can't tell you how happy that makes me."

"It does?"

"Yeah, though looking at how you're dressed, it's almost like you feel you're a man now."

"I work on Madison Avenue," he replied defensively.

"Is that supposed to impress me or something? I've probably whipped your boss with my flogger," she smirked.

"What are you talking about?"

"I'm a dominatrix now. I live in New York City just like you, but you'd never be able to afford me. Fortunately, I like abusing you enough to do it for free."

Turning to the barista, Allison placed her order for a caramel cappuccino and then, after Kimberly had written her name on the cup, she asked if she could borrow the marker.

"Sure, we have a ton of them," replied the helpful barista.

Mike had gone to sit down on a padded bench and Allison walked over to him. He didn't worry about what she was doing, although he reflexively dreaded her presence. Even as she undid the cap on the marker, Mike wasn't alarmed. It wasn't until she plopped down right on top of him, grabbing his cheeks between her left thumb and forefinger, that he became alarmed.

"Wha- are you -oing?" he asked, but he knew. This wasn't the first time she'd done this to him. Taking the permanent marker she drew a penis and balls on his right cheek. Even as she colored in her drawing, he could scarcely resist. When he did begin to pull away in earnest, she wrapped her legs around him, trapping his arms at his side.

Mike was blushing profusely aware that almost every eye in the place was now on them. He struggled to get her off of him, but he couldn't make her budge. Satisfied with her drawing, she reached into her purse and grabbed a bright red lipstick. She opened it and painted his lips a cherry red. She then took an eye shadow palette and, using her thumb, put bright blue eye shadow on his eye lids. When he saw Kimberly laughing at the scene, Mike became livid.

"Get off of me!" he demanded, trying once again to dislodge her.

"Just like old times isn't it, Britney?" Allison laughed wickedly. "That's what your whole reunion is going to be like. I can't wait to fuck with you."

"Order up for Britney," called out Kimberly. Dejectedly feeling the full brunt of humiliation on his shoulders such as he hadn't experienced in a decade, Mike Weaver got up from his seat and went to get his coffee.

"I'm sorry," said Kimberly. "It's just going to be easier for me to remember Britney now."

Mike took the coffee and looked back once more at Allison who blew him a kiss and waved. Mike then scurried out to his car and drove out of the parking lot. He was tempted to turn around and go back to New York right then and there, but he really wanted to see Karen Hanson. She could make the whole degrading experience in the coffee shop worthwhile.

***

For Mike, the night before the reunion was a miserable and restless one. He tossed and turned in frustrated agitation. He wanted to enjoy his reunion. He wanted to see his old friends and try to pursue things with Karen further, but just the thought of what Allison might do to him had him preoccupied and nervous. If she got her bitchy friends involved it could be even worse.

The alarm on his phone couldn't go off fast enough. He was up and out of bed by six in the morning. Following an hour workout at the hotel gym, he was down for the free breakfast. It was only at eight o'clock that he realized he had no place to go and nothing to do for the next ten hours. He went back to his room and watched the television until he grew bored. At ten o'clock he decided to take a tour of his old hometown. It was much smaller and dirtier than he had remembered it.

The old comic shop sold mostly Pokemon cards now with just a small rack in the back for comic books. The outdoor pool wasn't opened for the season yet, but he looked over the fence at it. They still had the same green lounge chairs.

He remembered the time that Allison and her friends Kerry and Sarah had tied him to the chair and put a bikini top on him. The life guard didn't see it, or at least didn't want to get involved. When he got back to school, he had a bikini outline on his chest for that lasted two weeks, making swimming class utterly humiliating.

He drove by the old community center and remembered the summer of senior year when Allison had gotten enough blackmail on him to make him go over to her place every Friday afternoon to be dressed and made over before being dragged to the weekly community center dance.

Allison and her friends loved dressing up and emasculating Mike. He figured that the whole situation was a combination of both circumstance and his own bad decisions. The girls loved how he reacted to being feminized. Nothing made him feel more powerless and weak. Nothing made him feel more controlled by the girls.

At the same time, he happened to be blessed with a small frame and pretty boy good looks. Allison was able to get him to the point where he could be passable even somewhat attractive as a teenaged girl. The worst part was that she got to train him and he had to practice feminine mannerisms.

He was so scared of her, that even home alone he would put on a carefully hidden pair of high heels and practice walking around the room to get the hang of it. In order to get him to pass, Allison needed him to cooperate, and she and her friends were quite persuasive. His reward for getting down the voice and mannerisms they demanded was more public outings, contact with guys unaware of his true gender, and the risk of humiliating exposure.

Almost unconsciously, Mike pulled into the Regency Mall parking lot. What high school kid ten years ago didn't spend way too much time in the mall? Regency held some of the best and most painful memories of his young life. He ambled through the old mall. After New York City, it looked so small and pathetic.

The video arcade was gone as was the video store. No surprise there, thought Mike. Things change and that sometimes means taking the bitter with the sweet. As Mike turned the corner past the food court, he was lost in his own little world when he heard a female voice call out, "Hey Mike."

Mike turned his head and was simultaneously delighted to see Karen Hanson but almost as quickly he was horrified to see that she was sitting with Kerry Sanders and Sarah Gabriel. The girl that he still had a monster crush on was sitting with the girls who had helped Allison torment him all through high school.

He knew that Karen was a good person with a heart that was just as flawless as her breathtaking body. Unfortunately, those thoughts were so hard to convey when she was always surrounded by the very people who made his life so difficult.

"Hey Karen, what are you doing here?" asked Mike.

"We're having margaritas at this Mexican place. You want to join us?" she replied.

"Uh-that's okay. I'll let you catch up with your friends, I've got some things to do," he lied.

"Oh my God! Is that Britney Weaver?" cried out Kerry.

"Th-that's Mike," he stammered.

"Hey girlfriend, long time no see," chimed in Sarah.

"Behave you two," said Karen. "Mike's a great guy and it was wrong to pick on him the way we did."

"Hey Britney, are you going to Mademoiselle Marie's to pick out a new dress for tonight?" asked Kerry. "It's still there. You have time."

"Oh, I used to love that shop," recalled Karen. "What about it?"

"Britney loved it too," said Sarah. "Remember Margie Kessler used to work there and she got a nice commission. We used to make little Britney go over and buy dresses there to help Margie out. It was hysterical."

"Yeah, well I better get going," said Mike.

"Have fun," snickered Kerry.

"I'll see you tonight then, Mike," called out Karen. He could hear the girls talking behind his back as he walked away. He wondered what they were saying about him, but then again he probably didn't want to know. If they were determined to poison Karen’s mind, there were so many things they could tell her about. There were a lot of things she knew already too.

Suddenly, Mike didn't really feel like being in the mall so much anymore. He went out the way he came in and drove back to the hotel. He was feeling such a mix of emotions at that moment. Karen and he had talked, and she went out of her way to be friendly to him. She even told her friends not to pick on him, and admitted that the abuse they heaped on him back in school was wrong and that she regretted it.

When Mike arrived back in his hotel room, he was stopped by the woman at the front desk. "Mr. Weaver?"

"Yes," replied Mike.

"When you were out, we received a package for you," said the desk clerk. "Would you like to take it up to your room now?"

"Sure," replied Mike puzzled as to what kind of package he had received. He hoped everything was alright at work. He hadn't even been gone that long really. Surely, things couldn't have fallen apart that quickly.

"Here you go, Mr. Weaver," said the clerk. "Would you mind signing the log?"

Mike signed his name. There was a brown cardboard box without any name on it. It was only about twenty-four inches by thirty-six inches and about four inches deep. Mike couldn't figure out what it could be.

"Did this arrive in the mail or did you see who dropped it off?" he asked.

"No, I'm afraid it arrived when I wasn't on duty, but we do get packages for guests all the time," explained the clerk.

Mike took his keys out of his pants pocket and used them to cut through the tape that was holding the package together. As he pulled open the box, a black padded bra spilled out. This caused Mike to stammer and blush profusely as he fumbled to get the lingerie back into the box. "Th-this isn't mine"

"It's quite alright. You have lovely taste, sir," the clerk teased. Even she was astonished by how beet red Mike had become. He took the box and hurriedly walked to his room with a bit of stocking and a bra strap hanging out of the box.

***

Mike could hear the pounding bass of circa 2007 hip hop blasting from the high school gym as he pulled into the parking lot on that cold April night. The class of 2007 was all set to party it up and see their old friends. This was the tenth year reunion for Mike and his class.

The twenty-fifth reunion would be about who still hard their hair and marriage—or so he had heard—but the tenth was to see who married who, and who was fabulously wealthy. It was even a chance to revel in the misery of classmates who peaked in their senior year and wound up in some dead end retail job. Mike figured that making a six figure salary and living in the greatest city on the planet, he was definitely in the winner’s column for a change.

Entering the gym, Mike felt a whole lot of memories flooding back to him. Maybe it was the atmosphere or it could have been the big screen at the front of the gym showing a slideshow of their high school days. Some of the memories were pleasant, like the first time he was ever kissed by a girl when Elaine did it on a dare. Some of those memories though were less fun.

He remembered slow dancing with his friend Larry while wearing a dress and heels because Allison and her friends had ambushed them in the parking lot. They made the two frightened boys make out in the football bleachers for over an hour while they took pictures. After that night, Allison never had to raise her fist against Mike again because she had all the blackmail she needed to keep him compliant.

As Mike walked through the crowd, not too many people took notice. Most of his high school friends had washed the dirt of this dingy hometown off their shoes and moved someplace else. They never had a reason to come back, and they liked it that way.

Mike, however, wanted to rewrite his script. He wanted the people who bullied him when he was young and vulnerable to see the success he made of himself and envy him. He especially wanted to see what might happen with his once and future crush Karen.

He had promised himself not to be too eager. That resolve slipped away when he spied her across the room and made a beeline towards her. She looked fabulous. Her green and black dress enhanced her amazing figure, and he felt he could get lost in the way her soft hair hovered around her face like a soft blonde cloud. Her eyes sparkled and he dreamed of finally being with this goddess that he had longed after for nearly fifteen years.

"Hey Mike," called Karen as she saw him approach. "I love that suit. Is it Armani?"

"Yeah," replied Mike. "You look amazing too."

"Thanks," she answered. "There's a whole program tonight, but we definitely have to get together to catch up."

"I'd like that."

"You know Jack Sherman, right?" asked Karen, referring to the large six-foot tall man who had just returned from the bar with drinks for both of them.

"Hi," said Mike. It felt like he got punched in the gut. Allison was the bane of his existence, but Jack was a very enthusiastic minion of hers.

"Hey Britney," chuckled Jack. "Allison said she saw you at the coffee shop. Sorry, I would have got you a Shirley Temple at the bar if I knew you were here."

"Be nice to Mike," ordered Karen.

"Oh I'm sorry, am I interrupting girl talk?" smirked Jack. "Tell you what, I'm going to go take a leak and then you and I are going to get out on that dance floor."

"So you saw Allison, Mike?" asked Karen when Jack walked away.

"Yeah, I was buying coffee and she was in the shop too," admitted Mike.

"That's awesome," replied Karen. "I was hoping that she'd be here. I've really missed her."

"I hadn't. You know that she and Jack were just awful to me."

"I know, but so was I," agreed Karen. "The thing is, people change. I bet that Allison is nothing like you remember her."

"Yeah, you're probably right," lied Mike.

"I'm just happy that you're here and you've gotten a chance to see a different side of me," replied Karen. "I don't want to be judged by the little bitch I was at sixteen or even eighteen, and I don't think it's fair to do it to Allison either."

"Did I just hear my name?" sang out Allison from behind them.

"We were looking for you," said Karen enthusiastically. "I really was hoping you'd make it to the reunion."

"I'm so glad you feel that way," replied Allison. "I don't think Mike shares your excitement. In fact, I think he's kind of disappointed I'm here."

"Don't be ridiculous," said Karen. "I know you were a little rough on him in high school, but people do change. He knows that."

"And I have changed," replied Allison. "I was such a bully back then."

"Well Mike believes in second chances. Isn't that right?" asked Karen.

"Yeah, sure," he mumbled. "We all change."

"That's great," clapped Allison. "It was pretty funny though, right?"

"Yeah, it was," agreed Karen. "I'm glad we've moved passed it though."

"Do you remember when we made him replace you in the kissing booth at the basketball game?" giggled Allison.

"Oh yeah, all those guys who kissed her and thought they were kissing one of our cheerleaders," replied Karen unable to contain her own laughter.

"You know how kisses were five dollars?" asked Allison rhetorically. "I had guys give me ten for an open mouth kiss. I made like sixty dollars that night."

"No wonder I had to keep fixing his lipstick," replied Karen.

Neither woman could contain their laughter at the memory they both found so hilarious. Mike just stood there glumly until Karen noticed he wasn't laughing.

"Come on Mike, you have to admit that was at least a little bit funny," said Karen looking at him with her big puppy dog eyes. He couldn't help it. He nodded in response. Maybe it was just a little funny if you weren't the guy stuck in the kissing booth.

"Hey Allison!" replied Jack returning from the bathroom.

"Jack, it's good to see you in the flesh. You look great," she replied.

"Thanks, we really do need to catch up after I get back from reminding Karen what a good dancer I am."

"You've got it," she said as Jack took Karen by the hand and walked her out onto the dance floor.

Mike wished that he had that kind of confidence. He did at some things. Certainly, nobody who worked for him would ever see him as anything less than dynamic and confident, but around women he was still a nervous little teenager with sweaty palms.

He didn't like being left alone with Allison, but with Karen gone there was no need to make any pretense at being polite. He turned and walked across the room toward Paul Banks, one of his few friends who actually made it to the reunion.

"Hey Paul," smiled Mike. "It's Mike Weaver."

"Oh Mike!" exclaimed Paul. "How have you been?"

"Great, I'm in New York City and working on Madison Avenue," said Mike.

"I always knew you'd make it big sometime," replied Paul. "I see I was right."

Their conversation was interrupted by Allison who approached from behind Mike. "You need to come with me now, Mike."

"Hi Allison," said Paul. There was something about her Amazonian wild woman reputation that drove him crazy. In fact, he was actually jealous of all the attention that Mike got from her.

"Yeah, hey guy," dismissed Allison. "I said now, Mike."

"No way! You're crazy if you think I'm going to go anywhere with you. I've already seen this show and I'm in no mood for a rerun," replied Mike.

"Suit yourself," she said pulling out her cell phone, "but I think you'd be very foolish not to go with me right now."

"Oh why is that?" he asked. Paul was listening intently to the conversation, but Mike didn't notice and Allison didn't care.

"When you got the invitations to the reunion, did you pay any attention to who was on the reunion committee?" asked Allison.

"No, should I have?"

"Well, if you had you would have noticed Kerry and Sarah's names on there as co-chairs of the reunion."

"So?" scoffed Mike. "I'll be sure to thank them later."

"Have you noticed the slideshow playing on the giant screen up on the stage? Who do you think put it together?"

"Sarah and Kerry, I would assume," replied Mike still not sure where this was going."

"See, here's the problem. They made two slide shows. One of them is the one playing now. It's got a bunch of general interest pictures of our class back in high school."

"So what's the other one?"

"I like to call it the high school life of Britney."

"No! You can't."

"They already did and I can put it right up on the screen with one touch of a button on my phone. I don't have to convince you."

"Then do it," snapped Mike. "I'm calling your bluff right now."

"Here's the thing Britney," replied Allison coolly. "You're right; if you go with me, I will humiliate you."

"So why should I go?"

"Because we have so many pictures and video, which the slide show program has no problem handling. In that footage we have a lot of footage of you making out with other guys from this class. I'm a sex worker and what you did with Larry in the bleachers makes me blush."

"You wouldn't."

"Please," smirked Allison. "You know I don't make empty threats. If I play that video, a whole lot of your classmates are going to go down with you. So you can take your humiliation like a big girl or bring your friends and classmates down with you. You better decide quickly though because I'm really getting tired of arguing with you and I'm about to press the button."

"No! Please don't!" pleaded Mike, loud enough for people nearby to look over in amusement.

"Fine, then we're going to the girls’ bathroom, princess. You were in there more often than most of the girls in our class were. So get marching."

Mike took one last longing look at Karen. She seemed to be having the time of her life with Jack. All the years since high school, and he was heading exactly down the same rabbit hole. Gazing at Karen, while facing humiliation.

"Do you have a dress for me in there or something?" asked Mike nervously.

"Or something," chuckled Allison. "Some of your friends are waiting for you too."

"What friends?" asked Mike as Allison checked that the coast was clear and opened the door for her prisoner.

"Hi Britney," called out Kerry as he entered. Even the way she said it sent a shiver up his spine.

"Hey girlfriend," echoed Sarah. Mike was not surprised to see either of Allison's partners in crime in here, but he was surprised to see a cute blonde girl playing with a curling iron at the sink.

"What are you doing here, Jessica?" asked Mike watching the blonde get things set up. She didn't hang around with these girls in high school and she actually treated him pretty decently.

"She does my hair," said Kerry who still lived in town. "I'm not only paying her for the works, but I convinced her that making you look like a princess would be good for business."

"Sorry Mike," shrugged Jessica. "She's probably right. Besides, they're going to do it to you anyway. I'm just going to make sure you look good."

"Do you recognize this dress?" asked Allison as she pulled a purple satin dress from a garment bag. It had spaghetti straps and a long slit on the left side. With a lot of sequins sparkling even in the bathroom light, this was clearly a very sexy dress.

"Yeah, I recognize it," mumbled Mike. As he saw the dress he blushed profusely, which was just the reaction that the girls had wanted.

"I can't hear you," barked Allison. "Speak up."

"Yes, it was the prom dress that you made me wear in high school, but it's been ten years. I don't think it's got a prayer of fitting me," complained Mike.

"We take good care of our princess," said Kerry pulling out a strict corset. "This will make it fit perfectly."

"Now strip," commanded Allison.

"You are such a bitch," complained Mike, but even as he groused he was taking off his jacket and undoing the buttons on his shirt.

"You know," mocked Kerry. "If anybody's a bitch, it's you."

"And now we're going to make you look the part," added Sarah. They allowed Mike a modicum of dignity in allowing him to keep his underwear on and not strip completely naked. Sarah handed Mike a pink disposable razor and a can of shaving cream.

"Alright, all that ugly hair comes off now," ordered Allison. Reluctantly, Mike complied. When he was done, the girls inspected him and touched up the few areas that he had missed. When they were done, he was completely hairless.

"Okay," ordered Allison. "Grab the top of that stall. Get way up there on your tippy toes."

When Mike complied, Kerry stepped forward with the corset and began to lace him into it. "Oh my God, I can't breathe," protested Mike.

"Take shallow breaths. You'll get used to it," promised Jessica.

Kerry let Allison take over the tightening of the corset. With her height and strength and a steadying knee on Mike's back, she managed to get his waist size where she wanted it and she firmly secured the corset with a tight knot. Mike's waist had gone from twenty-eight inches down to twenty-four, and those four inches seemed to be drawn to his chest, allowing him to fill out the corset nicely.

He definitely had a female shape. The girls finally made him strip off his underwear and get completely naked before putting a black lace bra and panty set on him as well a pair of silky sheer pantyhose. When Kerry helped him into the old prom dress, it fit him perfectly. She swore she could hear him sighing as she zipped up the back.

A pair of black pumps were put on Mike's feet and he was presented to Jessica to work on. "He's all yours," said Kerry. "Make him look amazing."

"I'll do my best," she replied motioning for Mike to sit down in a folding chair that the girls had hauled into the restroom. With practiced skill, Jessica shaded and contoured his face. She did his eyes and painted his lips. When she was done, he looked better than he ever had.

Mike's hair was too short for Jessica to style, but Kerry had specifically asked her to do something a little more permanent than a wig. Mike's hair was a bit long for a guy, an advantage of working in a creative field. Jessica decided that by using extensions, she could make a very convincing and attractive head full of female looking hair for Mike.

It her took over an hour to get Mike completely finished, but all the girls admitted it was worth it. He was a little dressier than they were, but otherwise appeared to be just as female as anybody else in the bathroom.

"So who is the bitch now?" asked Allison. Mike couldn't respond. He just looked up sullenly.

"You do amazing work, Jessica," said Sarah. "I think I'm going to have to start waiting until I come back here to get my hair done. Nobody in Pittsburgh can create a silk purse from a sow's ear like you can."

"I had a lot to work with," blushed Jessica. "Mike really has a very feminine face."

"Well, let's get back to the party," said Allison sticking Mike's wallet and keys in a small clutch person and handing it to him. "I think your suit will be safe in here."

"Let's go," said Kerry.

When the girls returned to the party, Jenifer Moncada and Mitch Rutherford were playing emcee as they handed out awards. Kerry was actually a little disappointed when she won the prize for the person who had traveled the least distance to come to the reunion. She beat out one of her old classmates by less than two blocks.

They went through a lot of awards before Jenifer spoke, "Now, we've all gone on to bigger and better things since high school and one of the fun parts of putting this show together was going through all your questionnaires and see what each of you are doing today."

"We've got teachers, police officers, bank presidents, and a doctor or two, but for our next award we wanted the person with the most unusual job and that award goes to Allison Cain, who is a...wait for it...a dominatrix," chimed in Mitch to cheers and whistles. Mike noticed that the men in the audience seemed rather titillated by the announcement, while the women seemed more like they were cheering in support.

What happened next though surprised Mike. As his tormentor walked up to the stage, she slid her arm through Mike's. Her grip was like a vice and Mike had a difficult decision. He didn't want to be pulled up to the stage, but he didn't want to make a scene trying to get away either. His mind was made up for him by his shoes as much as anything. He simply didn't have the traction or balance to resist her.

The crowd continued to clap its approval as Allison climbed up on stage. They had no idea who the woman accompanying her was, but she was definitely one of the more attractive women there. People searched their brains trying to remember any attractive girls who looked like her but was missing from the reunion tonight. Without letting go of her grip on Mike's arm, Allison approached the microphone.

"Thank you," acknowledged Allison. "As you heard, I am now a dominatrix. That means wimps, losers, and sissies pay me good money to abuse them."

"Wow! I got a lot of freebies in high school," yelled out one of the men in the crowd getting some awkward laughs from his attempt at a joke. Frankly, a lot of guys in the audience had been bullied by Allison back in the day.

"You did Josh," replied Allison, "but honestly there was one boy who taught me just how much fun it could be to humiliate, emasculate, and dominate a wimp."

Mike squirmed in her grip. He knew she was about to say his name and embarrass him in front of all these people. He made one last desperate attempt to pull away, but he got nowhere.

"I still need you, sissy," snapped Allison. "That boy is here tonight. In fact, he's this beautiful woman that you see next to me."

"Oh my God! That's Mike Weaver!" exclaimed one of the men in the audience. The cheers began anew with the realization that she had put Mike into a dress for the reunion.

More than one classmate recognized him after he was pointed out. Enough people had seen him dolled up back in high school.

"That's right; Britney Weaver literally changed my life in high school. It was with her that I learned how much I love dominating guys and how much some guys love being dominated. It was only natural that I'd move into doing it professionally."

Mike scanned the audience and saw Karen. She was still with Jack and had covered her mouth in shock at Mike's appearance. Mike wondered if she ever would even see him as a man again.

Jack called out, "Looking good Britney!" which made everybody around him laugh.

"So one of the things I do is dress sissies like Mike up," said Allison. "I also punish naughty sissies. Would you like me to demonstrate?"

The crowd applauded their approval. Kerry and Sarah went up on the stage. Kerry brought over a wooden chair for Allison to sit on and Sarah waited for Allison to sit down and pull Mike up onto her lap before handing her a paddle.

Mike was frantically kicking his legs trying to get free, but Allison had a good grip on him as she pulled his panties down to his thighs and pulled his dress up. The kicking made him look like a little girl having a tantrum and he could hear a great deal of the crowd laughing.

"Let me go," he pleaded, but Allison just ignored him.

"I think twenty-five swats is good for a starter," announced Allison.

"How about fifty?" called out Jack.

"Fifty it is!" replied Allison. "That's five spankings for each year since we graduated." With the entire gym full of their former classmates counting out the swats, Allison began administering a painful spanking on Mike's behind. By the time she got to fifty, Mike had tears rolling down his cheeks and his ass was bright red and felt like hamburger.

With the spanking concluded, Allison dumped Mike on the ground.

"And that is what I do for a living," said Allison. "It's a fun way to pay the bills, I can tell you."

Finally, the music started up again. No longer held helplessly by Allison, Mike pulled himself up and began looking around at his classmates. Their facial expressions were a mixture of concern and amusement. Not everybody disliked Mike and a lot of his classmates cared about him or at least cared enough not to see him hurt.

Jack was laughing like a hyena while Karen was shaking her head seemingly in contempt. Mike ran as fast as his feet could carry him. The sound of his heels hitting the gym floor seemed thunderous as he rushed for the door. It was clear that Allison was quite pleased with herself.

***

Mike was so upset about what happened that when he got back to the hotel, he didn't even bother changing clothes. He just sat in the dark hoping to put the evening's memories behind him. A knock on the door jarred him to attention. He hoped it wasn't any of his classmates trying to cheer him up.

He glanced over at the clock and it was about ten-thirty. He'd been sitting alone for the last half hour sobbing and wondering what to do with himself now that he had been so completely humiliated. He was about to get up and change his clothes, pack, and go back to New York City when the knock came.

When he opened the door, he was more than surprised to see Allison standing there; her hair was a mess and her makeup was all smeared and smudged as if she had been crying herself. Mike saw her and immediately slammed the door right in her face.

"Wait! I know deserve that, but please Mike. Just let me explain. I'm here because of Karen."

There was only one word that she could have said to get him to open that door again and she just said it. "What about her?"

"Please open up," begged Allison. "She sent me over here. She wanted me to tell you that she's coming over and she wanted me to apologize."

Ordinarily the thought of Allison apologizing would have been big news, but Mike barely heard her say it. Instead, he was focused on the fact that Karen was coming over. He opened the door warily.

"Come in," he said backing away from her and returning to his chair.

"There's something wrong with me Mike. I shouldn't do what I do to men; what I did to you, but I can't help it," she began.

"You could help it if you wanted to," spat Mike. "Now what's this about Karen?"

Allison got close to Mike and kneeled on the floor next to him. Maybe she was showing him he had nothing to fear, but she looked like a penitent confessing her sins.

"After you left, Karen came up to me and she chewed me out. She told me I was a bitch and that she was wrong to be friends with an abusive bully like me. She said that you were the nicest, sweetest guy she'd ever met and she was done with me because I had hurt you so badly." There were tears welling up in Allison's eyes as she explained.

"She really said all that about me?"

"Yes she did," sobbed Allison. "She wants to come over to talk to you and I think she wants more than that, Mike."

"No way."

"I wouldn't have believed it either, but I talked with her. She said that she's been corresponding with you and that either you've changed since high school or somehow she overlooked the greatest guy in the whole school," gushed Allison caressing Mike's hands as they rested on the arm rests.

Mike couldn't help it. Despite all the humiliation that he had suffered, a big smile crossed his face. Who cares about those other people if Karen was interested in him?  For the first time since he got here he laughed to himself put his head back and closed his eyes for a moment. That was a mistake.

He heard a laugh familiar in its cruelty and felt something tighten around his wrists. He looked down just in time to see Allison finishing zip-tying his wrists to the arms of the chair.

"What the Hell are you doing?" demanded Mike.

Allison ignored him, instead reaching into her purse; she fished out a couple more ties and secured his ankles to the legs of the chair. "Just making sure you don't miss the big show," she chirped unable to conceal her sadistic glee.

"What show?"

"You'll see, Just let me get you finished and I'll tell you."

"He--," Mike screamed, but he was cut off by Allison sticking one hand over his mouth and grabbing his balls with her other hand, digging her long red nails into the tender flesh.

"Don't you dare," warned Allison. "I'm just going to take care of a few things and then leave you alone. If you fight me, I'll have to hurt you. Now, all your crying has messed up your makeup."

"I hate you."

"I know. Now let's get you fixed up." Allison got a wet rag and cleaned up the smeared makeup then fixed it with cosmetics from her purse. "I know, I'm not Jessica, but I think I do a pretty decent job."

Allison turned her back to Mike, opened the door, and retrieved a black duffel bag from the hallway. With her attention diverted, Mike tried to get up from the chair, but the zip-ties held fast and he only managed to move the chair a couple of inches. Allison just smirked at his lack of progress before pulling a length of soft rope from the bag. "Nice try, but I think this will take care of that little problem."

Mike tried to back away from Allison, but he was stuck. She wound the rope around his torso both over and under his arms. She wound it just above and below his padded bra to make his breasts even more pronounced. She then used more rope to attach his knees to the bottom of the chair's arms. She knew from experience that those zip-ties would hold, but it was always a good idea to reinforce her work.

"Why are you doing this?" asked Mike.

"I'll tell you, but first do you know what this is?" asked Allison as she removed a large black phallic object from her bag.

"No, what is--," began Mike. He was cut off by the black rubber dick being shoved in his mouth.

"It's called a penis gag. It'll shut you up and still be so humiliating for you to have in your mouth. The nice thing about this gag it's hollow, which will come in handy later tonight," she said opening up the purse Mike was using and removing his room key. "I didn't lie about Karen coming over, you know?"

Mike's eyes got big and he let out a little whimper, "Hmm?"

"Here's the thing, Karen wasn't mad about what I did. She thought it was hysterical. She thinks that little crush you have on her is so pathetic and she wanted a way to show you just where you stand, and to remind you that no matter how much money you make, you'll never be a man."

Mike yelled in anguish, but all the came out through the gag was a low hum.

"Well, what kind of friend would I be if I didn't make a few suggestions?  I mean, reminding you that you're not a man is kind of my specialty. She's going to come over here with Jack and he's going to fuck her brains out right in that bed over there."

Mike sobbed openly and tears were rolling down his cheeks.

"I didn't go through all the work of fixing your makeup so that you could mess it up again with your crying. I mean, I know you're going to cry later when you see them in bed together and she begins moaning Oh Jack, fuck me!”

She went over to her bag again and set up a small camera on a tripod. Mike hardly noticed. He kept throwing his head back and bucking against his bonds.

"The awesome part is this camera is going to broadcast to my phone," said Allison. "Now, I promised Karen that I'd respect her privacy, but I'm going to be able to capture all your facial expressions as you watch her get fucked. Maybe we can put some in the slideshow next reunion."

Mike screamed in frustration into the gag, but nothing came out.

"I hope you like that gag. I told Karen to fill it with the contents of Jack's condom when she's done. It'll give you some nourishment before the maid finds you in the morning," giggled Allison before turning on the camera.

"Karen and Jack are down at the hotel bar. I'm going to have a drink or two with them so that you’ll have a little time to think about your situation, and then I'm going to pass along your key. This has been such an awesome reunion. I can't wait to see you next time sissy and if you're not there, we will have such a slide show."

She laughed a wicked laugh that Mike hadn't heard in a decade. It always went right through him. He sank in the chair as much his bonds would let him and waited for the inevitable.

THE END
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects. I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading.

Love,

Kylie

Twitter - @KylieGable
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